BARBARIAN STORIES

Somehow, as she slipped and clung and climbed
again, and spat the wet, flapping hair out of her mouth,
it was all there, all realer and dearer and more com-
pact than it had ever been in all her life before. And
at the same time it was far-off and tiny, as if it had
nothing to do with her now - as if it had cast her off.
She dropped at the foot of a big rock, and stayed there
panting and listening, but the mist was all about her
like a thick blanket, but not safe like a blanket, not
warm. Danger might still be half a hill-side away or it
might be almost on her, just preparing to spring.
She clutched with both arms at her sides, trying hard
to see, wrinkling her nose to smell; there was still
nothing but mist drifting past and up, coldly and
maddeningly. She licked at a cranberry stain on her
hand, and started to climb again. She was a very small
girl, and her mother was dead. The rock had been
real and sheltering in this terrible grey world where
she was lost. Only she knew she must go uphill all
the time. Uphill somewhere the Town must be.

It was her own fault. She had gone the wrong way
round the Spotted Stone and now the sun knew and
was hiding, had called the mist out of the ground, and
sent secret word to the Crow-Men - the enemies - at
the far side of the strath. It had been bright daylight
in the early morning when she did it, half by accident
and half because her father had snatched her away
from a wonderful game of cooking with the others and
some beetles, to go and get cranberries. When she
knew she had done it, first there had been an odd little
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